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"  Our  outward  life  requires  them  not; 
Then  wherefore  had  they  birth? 
To  minister  delight  to  man ; 
To  beautify  the  earth; 
To  comfort  man— to  whisper  hope, 
Whene'er  his  faith  is  dim; 
For  who  so  careth  for  the  flowers, 
Will  much  more  care  for  Him." 
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it  /fj%\  ONSIDER  the  Lilies;  they  toil  not,  neither  do  they 
spin,  yet  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was  not  arrayed 
pT^    like  one  of  these." 


You  lovely  things  of  earth !  Whence  come 
you  ?    And  why  ? 


"  God  so  clothed  the  grass  of  the  field,  that  to-day  is, 
and  to-morrow  is  not." 

Day  by  day,  as  day  by  day  He  gives  the  daily 
bread,  He  clothes  it,  from  His  own  beneficent  store- 
house. Just  day  by  day — that  it  may  be  sure.  Just 
day  by  day — that  man  may  take  no  thought  for  the 
morrow.  Day  by  day — that  His  creatures  may  feel 
their  dependence  on  His  constant,  never-failing 
bounty. 


You  wayside  flowers  !  You  common,  every-day 
things  of  earth !    You  are  sent  to  minister  to  our 
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delight ;  poor  wayfarers,  we,  on  the  King's  highway! 
You  beautify  the  weary  wilderness  while  we  jog  on, 
all  unheeding,  it  may  be,  of  the  loveliness  that  in- 
vests our  path.  Ail  unconscious,  rather,  of  the 
source  from  whence  our  conscious  pleasure  and  our 
solace  spring. 

Behold  the  Lilies! 


Poor,  anxious,  over  thoughtful  man  !  He  plods 
his  dreary  way — bowed  down  with  earthly  care — 
borrowing  sorrow  from  the  days  to  come — forgetful 
of  the  Heavenly  Provider. 

Sweet  flowers !  Do  you  breathe  of  hope  to  his 
dim  faith — whisper  to  his  sinking  heart  of  Him  who 
so  clothes  the  grass  of  the  fields  from  day  to  day. 
Wherefore  taketh  he  thought  for  the  morrow?  His 
Father  knoweth  his  need.  He  will  provide  out  of 
His  own  rich  fulness.  He  will  lift  the  shadow  of 
care  that  smothers  him  like  a  pall.  Oh  !  that  he 
would  but  consider  the  Lilies  ! 
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Has  all  pleasure  faded  out  of  your  life  ?  Do  the 
clouds  of  disappointment  shroud  your  sky  ?  It  is 
better  for  you  to  die  than  to  live,  think  you  ?  Nay — 
consider  the  Lilies,  with  which  God  so  clothes  the 
grass  of  the  fields.  Life  is  not  all  a  barren  waste. 
Ah !  through  blinding  tears,  you  can  see  no  loveli- 
ness ;  but  it  is  there — all  around  you  still.  Let  your 
gracious  Father  wipe  the  tears  away,  that  you 
may  see  clearly.  He  waits  to  be  gracious — to  do  all 
you  need— to  comfort  you,  exceeding  abundantly 
above  all  you  can  ask  or  think,  for  His  own  good 
pleasure.  He  giveth  not  according  to  desert ;  He 
measureth  not  His  gifts  by  desire ;  out  of  His  own 
rich  fulness  in  Christ  the  Lord,  He  bestoweth  to 
the  full  measure  of  the  need,  heaped  up  and  running 
over — He  giveth  without  measure,  to  the  sons  of  His 
love  in  Jesus.  If  His  face  be  hid  for  a  moment, 
His  kindness  is  everlasting.  Ah  !  would  you  but 
consider  the  Lilies,  and  turn  to  Him  for  comfort  and 
consolation  ! 
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O,  lovely  flowers  !  How  many  of  you,  in  all 
your  radiant  beauty,  are  "  born  to  blush  unseen — 
to  waste  your  sweetness" — because  of  closed  eyes — 
eyes  that  will  not  open  to  your  beauty?  On,  on 
speeds  wayward  man  to  his  hurt,  in  paths  of  his  own 
wilful  seeking,  beset  by  thorns  and  briers  ;  regardless 
of  the  dangers  of  the  way  ;  regardless  of  the  wounds 
and  scars  that  blemish  the  beauty  of  his  manhood — 
wounds  and  scars,  the  marks  and  pain  of  which, 
even  if  arrested  in  his  downward  path,  he  will  bear 
about  him  to  his  dying  day.  Oh  !  that  rather  he 
might  lie  down  in  the  green  pastures,  by  the  waters 
of  rest,  among  the  beds  of  Lilies,  blooming  in  grace 
and  beauty,  fragrant  with  the  scent  of  many  blos- 
soms !  Oh  !  if  he  would  but  open  his  eyes  to  behold 
the  Lilies,  how  they  grow !  Would  that  he  might 
think  of  Him  who  so  clothes  the  grass  of  the  field, 
and  suffer  himself  to  be  led  in  the  paths  of  right- 
eousness for  His  Name's  sake. 
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What  thing  is  this?  A  human  heart — so  hard, 
so  stony— a  thing  without  grace  or  beauty?  Ah, 
scorn  it  not !  Deep  down  the  Lily  may  sleep,  wait- 
ing the  spring  and  the  sun's  awakening  kiss.  All 
unlovely  though  it  be,  it  may  hide  the  Lily  still. 
The  flower  may  not  be  dead,  but  only  sleeping  there. 
Blow,  O  south  wind,  with  gentle  breath  !  Thou  life- 
giving  sun,  shine  into  the  cold,  dark  depths !  Is 
anything  so  hard  God's  hammer  cannot  break  ?  Oh ! 
may  the  great  hammer  of  His  Word  break  the  flinty 
rock  in  pieces !  Come  forth,  sweet  flower,  from 
your  unlikely  tomb,  a  thing  of  beauty — a  miracle  of 
grace  !  Behold  a  Lily  of  the  Lord's  own  planting — 
a  Lily  worth  considering  !  Is  anything  too  hard  for 
Him,  who  so  clothes  the  grass  of  the  field  ? 

Behold  the  Lilies,  how  they  grow  ! 


Ah!  here  is  a  little  heart,  so  small  and  tender! 
The  heart  of  one  of  God's  little  ones,  of  whom  is  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven!    There  the  Lily  wakes,  with 
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heart  of  gold,  for  truth ;  with  mantle  of  silver,  for 
purity ! 

O,  pretty  flower,  be  you  shielded  from  every 
noxious  blast  that  blows !  No  biting  frost  of  winter 
check  your  growth  !  Dwell  in  the  very  secret  place 
of  the  Most  High ;  abide  in  the  very  shadow  of  the 
Almighty  !  There,  by  His  grace,  be  you  shielded 
from  all  danger !  There,  the  scorching  summer 
sun  of  earthly  trial  smite  you  not — nourished  ever 
be  you,  and  kept  fresh  by  the  Heavenly  dews  of  His 
love !  There,  showers  He  down  His  choicest  bless- 
ings that  you  may  grow  thereby. 

O,  keepers  of  the  gardens  of  Lilies  !  We  charge 
you,  cherish  the  tender  plant ;  shield  it  from  all  that 
might  harm,  that  the  fine  gold  may  not  be  tarnished, 
that  no  soil  besmirch  the  silver  purity  ! 

O,  sweet  bud,  nourished  by  the  dews  of  Hermou, 
let  no  ill  befall  you— a  Lily  of  the  Lord— a  plant  of 
blessing  to  blossom  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  forever ! 
Ask  of  Him  life,  and  it  is  yours  for  evermore.  When 
the  hour  of  quiet  rest  shall  fall — all  earth's  toil  and 
trouble  past— the  folded  hands — the  curtained  eye — 
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no  earthly  sound  to  reach  the  sleeper's  ear — behold 
the  pure  ' ' white  flower  of  a  blameless  life"  laid 
gently  on  the  quiet,  still  breast ! 

Consider  the  Lilies !  So  He  giveth  His  beloved 
sleep. 


O,  sadly  weeping  ones !  Are  your  Lilies  faded 
— dead  and  gone?  Have  they  drooped  and  been 
gathered  into  the  sombre  lap  of  earth  ?  The  full- 
blown flowers — have  they  shed  their  fragile,  ripened 
leaves?  Your  blossoms,  in  the  fulness  of  their 
glory  and  their  prime — has  the  cruel  blast  snatched 
them,  and  laid  them  low,  despite  your  tender, 
anxious  care— your  prayers — your  agony  ?  Your 
tender,  delicate  buds — has  the  cruel,  biting  frost 
nipped  them  from  the  parent  stem  ?  Are  they  dead 
a,nd  gone  ?  All,  all  dead  and  gone  !  Nay,  weep  not ! 
Your  Lilies  are  not  dead— they  sleep.  The  full, 
bright  light  of  the  new  day  cometh  to  wake  them  out 
of  sleep — they  wake  to  be  satisfied  with  His  likeness. 
The  prison  door  opens,  the  tomb  unseals;  forth 
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come  your  Lilies — His  and  yours — to  newness  of  life 
— the  perfection  of  life  and  beauty,  to  sleep  no  more 
for  ever.  No  more  tears,  nor  death ;  no  more  sor- 
row, nor  crying,  nor  pain  ;  old  things  passed  away — 
all  things  are  new. 

O,  lovely  flowers !  You  are  God's  own  messen- 
gers of  peace,  breathing  of  life  to  come  !  Whisper- 
ing, there  is  no  death  !  Death  abolished,  life  for 
ever  reigns !  Spring  by  spring  you  come  to  us,  the 
emblems  of  life  in  death — nay,  rather,  deathless 
life — with  your  sweet  evangel  of  hope  and  gladness, 
that  the  tomb  is  not  forever  sealed — the  long,  long 
sleep  is  not  forever.  Consider  the  Lilies,  with 
which  He  clothes  the  grass  of  the  field,  which  to-day 
is  and  to-morrow  is  not,  yet,  surviving  all  the  fiery 
trials  of  earth,  reserved  to  beautify  another  brighter, 
unending  day. 


A  thing  of  beauty  and  a  joy,  grows  the  Lily  and 
thrives  even  in  the  dreary  abode  of  poverty;  the 
one  bright  thing  in  all  the  gloom — but  oh !  so 
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bright !  O,  sweet  flower  of  consolation,  with  your 
sermon  of  humble  trust,  your  song  of  contentment  t 
Not  poverty,  but  great  riches  here — the  great  gain  of 
godliness  with  contentment.  Biches,  without  the 
snare  ;  content,  that  bringing  nothing,  there  should 
be  naught  to  carry  away ;  content  with  such  daily 
food  and  raiment  as  the  Heavenly  Father  pro- 
vides, with  His  rich  blessing  added.  How  great  the 
sufficiency  !  Let  Him  give  or  withhold ;  with  His 
favor,  rich — without  it,  oh !  so  poor !  The  charity 
that  thinketh  no  evil,  the  peace  that  passeth  under- 
standing. Sweet  Lilies  all !  Behold  how  they  grow 
and  thrive  amid  their  bare  surroundings !  Oh  t 
twine  the  fragrant  Lilies  with  the  palms  of  victory, 
in  honor  of  the  conquest  over  surrounding  circum- 
stance, to  cover  the  nakedness  of  the  earthly  hovel — 
nay,  not  a  hovel,  but  a  palace  of  the  King,  fit  for  the 
entertaining  of  Heavenly  guests.  The  Kingdom  of 
God  first ;  all  else  added— all  else  included. 

Consider  the  Lilies  how,  and  where,  they  grow* 
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Is  there  some  desolate  spot  in  all  this  beauteous 
earth,  where  can  no  Lily  grow  and  thrive  ?  Ah ! 
where  the  Lord  plants  no  Lily,  must  be  an  arid 
waste  indeed.  If  He  nourish  it  not  with  the 
dews  of  His  grace,  the  beams  of  His  love,  ah! 
then  must  the  Lily  perish.  Then  is  the  hour  and 
power  of  sin,  the  fell  destroyer,  to  crush  the  very  life 
out  of  it.  Oh!  pray  the  Lord  to  uproot  the  death- 
dealing  Upas  trees.  Pray  Him  to  plant — to  water, 
and  to  give  the  increase,  for  to  give  life  and  to  pre- 
serve it  is  with  none  but  the  Lord  of  Life.  But  He  is 
ready  and  willing  so  to  clothe  the  grass  of  the  field  ; 
and  He  will  perfect  the  Lilies  for  the  coming  day — 
the  Heavenly  home  above. 

Consider  the  Lilies !  From  God's  hand  they 
come.  Consider  the  Lilies !  He  cherishes  them, 
and  they  thrive  by  His  grace.  Consider  how  He  is 
preparing  them  for  Himself,  and  none  can  pluck 
them  out  of  His  hand. 
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Christ  is  risen !  Death  is  vanquished — the 
tomb  unsealed — the  great  stone  of  separation  be- 
tween death  and  life  rolled  away— the  veil  between 
the  worlds  of  time  and  eternity  rent  in  twain  !  Be- 
hold the  empty  tomb !  Come,  see  the  place  where 
the  Mighty  Conqueror  lay.  He  is  not  there  ;  He  has 
gone  to  prepare  the  place  He  spoke  of,  for  all  who 
love  Him  ;  and  He  cometh  again  to  receive  His  own, 
to  be  with  them  in  glory,  in  the  mansions  prepared 
by  Him  for  the  people  He  is  preparing  for  Himself. 
A  people  whom  no  one  can  number  ;  no  longer  their 
own,  but  bought  with  a  price — the  inestimable  price 
paid  to  give  them  free  access  to  His  Father  and 
theirs — His  God  and  theirs — the  price  paid  to  bring 
them  from  darkness  to  light,  from  death  to  life, 
from  the  power  of  the  Evil  One  to  God.  He  has 
died  that  they  might  live — yea,  rather  He  is 
risen — Christ  the  first  fruits— and  death  is  swal- 
lowed up  in  victory.  "  The  great  redemption  ia 
complete,  and  Satan's  power  o'erthrown."  There 
is  no  longer  death,  but  life  for  evermore  to  His  own. 
He  that  believeth  in  Him,  though  he  were  dead,  yet 
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shall  he  live ;  he  that  liveth  and  believeth  in  Him 
shall  never  die. 

O,  grave!  where  is  thy  victory?  O,  death! 
where  is  thy  sting?  Thanks  be  to  God,  who  giveth 
us  the  victory  through  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

Henceforth  the  Palms. 


Having  been  begotten  again,  not  of  corruptible  seed,  but  of 
incorruptible,  through  the  word  of  God,  which  liveth  and  abideth. 
For 

t      All  flesh  is  grass, 

And  all  the  glory  thereof  as  the  flower  of  grass. 
The  grass  ivithereth,  and  the  flower  falleth ; 
But  the  ivord  of  the  Lord  abideth  forever. 


And  this  is  the  word  of  good  tidings  which  was  preached  unto 

you. 


